This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150, (Nine Claims already Paid) 


Vol. XI.—No. 881.] 


ANU 


iN 


‘We 
Nt \ 


FOUNDED 


— 


\\\ 
AK 


\ 
\ 


AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 17, 1894. 


[ONE PENNY. 


SLOPER’S LATEST INVENTION. 


** Although the Laundry Exhibition is still on at the Agricultural Hall, it has not yet been honoured by a visit from Mrs. Chant and Co.—probably because 


they have no more dirty linen to wash in public. 
Ma made quile as yood Old Washerwomen’ as many of our politicians. 


Poor Pa, though, has, of course, been there in all his glory, too, and most people had to admit that both he and 
His Patent Combination Machine quite turned other exhibitors green with envy. By 


its aid, I understand, Dad professes to be uble to wash, dry, starch and iron a shirt, or any other garment, in the space of five minutes.” — Tooreix. 


ALLY Ge Ais old pat Bull). Now, John, old {cllow, take your hands out of your Pockets, Yon 


THE GATHERING OF THE CRANKS. 


1 & 


don't want a steam-hammer to crack vermin with} Just put your 
tout down tirmly once, and matter s done with! 


CHOST-HAUNTED MRS. GREENWOOD. 


— 


1695, R. 
SMITHIES, Crate of that Parish, and attested Dr. 


Three men came r. Stockden’s house in the evening, 
and called for drink, and stayed late, though Mr. Stockden 
desired them to be gone. As he sat in his chair, one of them 
c Come!“ and immediately seized him and Mary 
Footman, his kinswoman and housekeeper, bound her and 
thrust a handkerchief into her mouth; two of them 
strangled Mr. Stockden with a linen cloth, struck him with 
the lock of a pistol on the forehead, and killed him. They 
took what money and plate they could find. 

“Soon after, Mr. Stockden appeared in a dream to Mra, 
Greenwood, a neighbour, and shewed her a house in Thames 
Street, where Maynard, one of the murderers, was. The 
next morning she went and inquired after him, and was 
informed he was just gone out. 5 

„Mr. Stockden (the ghost) appeared again, and described 
him, and told her a wire-drawer must take him. One of 
that trade, and his intimate, was accordingly found, who, 
for a reward of ten pounds, was prevailed son to under - 
take it; upon which he was taken and carried to Newgate, 
confessed the fact and impeached three others, Marsh, Bevil 


362 


and Mercer. Marsh, though not present at the murder, was the 
setter-on and pad a share in the booty, and, hearing of the infor- 
mation against him, ran away, 

“Mr. Stockden sppeared again to Mrs, Greenwood and led her 
to un house in Old Street, showed her a pair of stairs and told her 
ove of them lodged there, Thither, the next morning, she went, 
a of him, aud, by pursuing from place to place, Marsh was 
taken, 

„evil was Cixcovered in like manner by Mra, Greenwood 
dreaming that Mr. Stockden led her over the bridge, up the 
Borough, into a yard, Thereupon she went next day to the 
Marshalsea, where she found him, being brought thither for 
cuining ; he was removed to Newgate, and confessed the fact. 

“Mercer did not consent to the murder of Mr. Stockden and 
preserved the life of Mrs, Footman; nor did Mrs. Greenwood 
dream anything concerning him. He became evidence and 
escaped ; the other three were executed. 

“After this, Mr. Stockden came to her and said, ‘ Elizabeth, I 
thank thee. The God of Heaven reward thee, for what thou hast 
done,’ and after which she reposed quiet.“ 

It was, indeed, about time that she should, and we cannot help 
thinking that Mr. Stockden’s ghost might ax well have imparted 
all the information in his possession at his first visit. There was, 
we presume, some special reason for the ghost’s selecting poor 
Mrs. Greenwood, instead of Mrs, Footman, as the recipient of his 
contidences, but it is not stated whether any allusion was made 
to his ghostship at the trial. 

In the oft-quoted case of Marin Martin's murder by William 
Corder in the Red Barn at Polstead. no allusion was made by the 
counsel on either side to the remarkuble dreams of the mother of 
the murdered girl which led to the discovery of the body. Maria's 
father merely said: “ searched the Red Barn in consequence of 
what my wife used to say to me.“ The history of that strange 
case was given in Nos, 73 and 74 of the “ HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

* * * * N e 
LArrEsr. 

The ole an krusted av rize in iss thousings an go for the kimmist 
an ask wieav negleck to sho hour apartmentses kard if we bi 
fisik an thinks off him too maik us wus, The kimmist av sai e wil 
kik hour REVERED PARIENT outt off iss shopp iff thares mor 


looliun. 
(Neat week, “ A Sneak.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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2 9 wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned 
should inclose a stamped envelope 775 enough to contain the 


contributions aubmit fed. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Gladly would we do it, HAROLD; But, alas! qe haven't space, 
Very impolite, A CULLY; Why not make it, Fry yer face” ? 
Glad tohear it, A. S. JENNINGS, Any price you like, . Yes, 
the extra special, WALTER, SLOPER hasn't, A.J. D. Very clever, 
BERTIE THOMPSON ; Did you do it on your own? If you reall 
want it, BARRACK, Our advice i, 9 alone, Not at preacut, 
thank you, RONALD. Quite impossible, A PRUDE. Promising, 
A YOUTHFUL ARTIST ; Hut at present very crude. 

— — 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P. O. Ol payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLorznixs,“ 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


paid to the neæt. of. kin of ny Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her h ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are tracelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLo ERS HAur- 
Houipay” be ound upon the Deceased at the time uf the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HAL¥F-HOUIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


Will be 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— — 


Ocerheard in Crowd. 
Coster (to man in the rear). Ere, ‘oojer fink yer shuvin’ ; chuck 
it alippy or I'll wipe yer ’cross the smeller. 
Masher (to ditto). Say, deah old chappie, isn't it bally awful how 
these boundah's murder the Queen’s English. Gives me the bally 
pip to hear em. *,* 


She. There isn’t much for breakfast this morning, dear; 
but we really must practise economy. 

He. Economy is an excellent thing in its way, my dear; 
but you can have too much of it. Thus: Economy induces 
you to economise, which causes you to become an economiser, 
when you have only to save the first three syllables and you are 
nothing more nor less than a miser. 

ss 
s 
PERHAPS there was sarcasm in it— 
If so, let us hope ‘twas unjust 
When he said that a place on the Council 
Is indeed a position of trust. 
ss 
s 

Martyn. It seems very hard that a poor fellow should get six 
weeks’ hard for doing nothing, doesn’t it? 

Partinge, Yes, indeed! Who was it? 

Martyn. Some fellow brought up from the workhouse — he 
wouldn't even break stones. 

* 


“No man is a hero in the eyes of his valet, and no young lover 
is an Adonis in the eyes of his best girl after she has once beheld 
him in all the horror of his football suit.“ 

[Extract from S'uper's Advice to the Spoone 
Ons Whilitag, af all Bookdatias 
es 
s 8 

Husband, I do wish, my dear, that come of our neighbours would 
wear more fashionable collars. 

Wife. Really, love, why! what possible difference can it make 


to you? 
Hale, Well, don't you see, in that case 1 might bear the 
aundress’s mistakes with a greater amount of resignation. 


ae ee a oe ie eo aw ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 551,—The “ Nottingham Yeomanry" Costume. 


“ Please, I wants a 'a'p'orth o' treacle ; 
an mother says will you trust ber till 
ter-morrer, ‘cos she ain't got nuthin less 
than a flpunnote.“ 


HALF AND HALF. 
The newstout and bitter costume. 


Master, Hullo! what's become of Mary? 
Afistress, Dou't know, I'm sure, She's given us notice, you know. Can you 
sug anything to make her stop? 

faster. Humph I girls are such strange creatures, Perhaps I ha better kiss 
her now and again, Scrvants expect that sort of thing nowadays, I believe, 
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AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
He, Stylish rig out, ain't it ? No, 32.—L. O. Pike, 
She, Luvelly ! (H. eno, Pike) 


8. 


ULSaturday, November 17, 1894, 


mentee At Restaurant. 
lan ing anchovy toast, to man who has just helped himec 
to anchury sauce). Do you like anchovies? 4 aetna! 
Second Man, Don't know. Never tasted em. Do you? 
First Van. Can't say. Never tasted em either, 
ss 
s 
“AND now, darling,“ he said, when the first rapture of her 
neceptauce had subsided, “ what line of conduct would you advisw 
me to pursue if your father should turn nasty when [ask him for 
your hand?" “A bee line, George,” responded the fair girl, 
decisively. “na bee line for the door!” And the young man decided 
to postpone that inter view until he had “ padded” for the occasivn 
es 


* 

Young Shar, shine. What is a literary club, dad? 

Old Sharpahins. There are two, my son, and each is of great 
Assistance to the profession of journalists—one is a stick, aud the 
other is a sort of pub where they give credit. 

ss 


THERE was an ancient girl 
And she had a little curl, 
Right in the middle of her forchead ; 
And when she went to bed, 
She took the wiglet from her head, 
And then she simply looked quite horrid, 
ees 
s 
Tlardup, It is very strange how true the old saying,“ Extremes 


meet,” is. 

Friend (wondering whether he can afford to part with the 
inevitable two and sivpence). Indeed! 

Hardup. Yea; I was just thinking that Rothschild or the 
Baroness Burdett-Coutts are even more worried by applications 
for money than myrelf. By Jove! here comes Snipps, the tailor 
excuse my hurrying away, Er—er—you haven't such a thing az 
half a crown you could spare, I suppose! Thanks awfully, old 
man. Ta, ta! 10 

s 


Penhecker, That's a nice painting. 
a 1 * Friend, Yes; it isn’t bad. Why don't you have the wife 
ono 
Penhecker. Hum—ha—hum. 
Artist Friend. What would you have her done in—voil or water? 
Penhecker, Oh, neither ! To be life-like, vinegar is the only 
possible medium, * 
Lawyer (looking out for a job), Now de do, Mr. Brown? You're 
looking worried and anxious this morning. 
Vr. Brown, Naturally enough. I've just been robbed of my 
good nume. 
Lawyer (pulling out unte- bunt). Bless my soul, you don't mean 
it! o is thedefendant? Of course, you will take proceedings ? 
Was it slander or libel? 
Mr. Brown, Neither. I have just had my pocket picked of my 


card - case. 2 „ 
0 


Funnicus, That was a shocking affair at Smithson's, the other 


night. 
717 Victim. Really, what was that? I didn’t hear about it. What 
was it? murder? fire? suicide? accident— 
Funnicus. Dear me, uo; only an electric battery, that's all. 
ss 
s 
WHENE’ER the world is wagging wrong, 
This patent truth recall— 
The robin sings his sweetest song 


Just when the shadows fall, 
ss 


* 
Thin-faced Darling (alludin 2 ditto). Upon my 
word, dear, if 1 were she I shouldn't have the face to use sv much 
rouge. 

Iter Friend. No, dearest, I suppose not—you wouldn't have 
anywhere to put it. „ 


e Is there much alteration in Brown since he took the 
edge? : 
: Junker. Oh, yes; he always goes to dinner by himself now. 

ss 


* 

“You ask me, my love,” said Mr. Lappitupp, as he turned with 
a shudder from his matutinal rasher, “ You ask me, my love, why 
it was that I returned at 3.15 A.M. this morning. You furthermore 
request to know the reason which induced me to fall over the 
umbrella-stand, to blow out the gas, and seck the nuptial couch 
without removing my boots. My darling, I will not deceive you. 
Business did not detain me later than usual, and | was not over, 
come by the heat or cold, and nothing I had taken at dinner had 
disagreed with me. The fact is, my dear, / was N drunk! 
And the shade of George Washington uttered a howl of defeat 
and sprang wildly into a back seat. 


s 
Pal, IIullo, old man, been shooting? 


Be 4 
Pal, Had any luck? 
Bosser, Yes, wouderful. Didn't kill anybody—not even a dog. 
ss 


a 
Singleby. You don't mean to say you allow your wife to have 
her own way? 5 
Muchwed. Oh, no, I don't allow it, bu. 
Singleby. But what? 
Muchiced. She will take it. 1 . 


Registrar. To what cause, then, do you principally attribute 
your insolvency ? 
Bankrupt. To Mr. Smith's success. : 
Registrar, Smith, Smith! Is he a business rival? 
Bankrupt. No, but they were my nearest neighbours, and my 
wife would try and live up to them, 
sf 


s 
HE said he didn't drink a drop; 
Had he but stopped to think, 
He would have said, with truth, no doubt, 
He didn't drop a drink. 
ss 


* 
Young Sharpahing. Dad, wha. is n foot rule? 0 
Old Sharpshins. There are several, my son, but “wipe your 
feet is as good as any. * 


“AND that is her photograph, is it? she must be very band. 
some.” “You're right, there. Even the evening papers couldn't 
make her ugly when they published her portrait. 

ss 
& 

She. Really, I did not know you were a poct, Mr. Muser. 
you ever tried to get anything into the papers? ae : 

He. I should think so, indeed; I’ve half a dozen editorial scars 
about me to this day. Ms 


Have 
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JUST OUT. ONE PENNY. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!" 


SIXTEEN PAGES OF RIGHT - DOWN ROARING STUFF. 
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Saturday, November 17, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE ON BURLESQUE. 


THERE have been, the Dook Snook tells me, many wonderful 
changes in the form of burlesque since he saw Ivanhoe at the 
ie fag eer Theatre 
and heard Bob 
3 as Isaac the 

ew. sing & 7 
of “Sam Ralf att. 
ting astride a chair. 

In his time there 
have been Planché's 
extravaganzas, a 
style of work, often 
eulogistically re- 
ferred to by elderly 
critics, containing 
much facile verse 
and neatly-handled 
puns, but which 
would, nowadays, 
fall as dead as lead, 
though they were 
ns successful as any 
kind of theatrical 
performance could 
well be in those 
, days, and were, for 
those days, grandly 
staged, e bur- 
lesques by the 
Brothers Brough 
were of a more 
lively_knock-about 
sort. Those written 
by Robert Brough 
for Robson contain 
some splendid no- 
tions and some real 
pathos, but we have been in want of a Robson for many Nr the 
ouly momentary approach to his manner having been that of the 
tirst miser in the Cloches de Cornerille in the haunted chamber. 
Frank Talfourd also wrote for Robson, but his work was rougher and 
more slangy. The first scene of his Shylock, ad the way, is thein- 
terior of a pawnbroker’s shop, and the last “the Judge and Jury 
Society,” in which Bender, made up like Renton Nicholson opened 
the proceedings by calling “ Waiter, a glass of brandy and water and 
acigar.” Henry J. Byron, too, wrote for the great little man a bur. 
lesque of Mazeppa, and thanked him in a preface to the published 
copy for his“ inimitable acting, singing, and equestrianism.” Many 
merry punning burlesques of Byron and Burnand followed at the 
Strand and Royalty theatres, and then atime came when burlesques 
were lengthened out to fill an entire evening. at the Gaiety, though 
certainly the length of the evening was at the same time red . 

The other evening, at the Trafalgar, the latest up-to-date Ivanhoe 
was a somewhat trying entertainment. But, then, burlesques 
nowadays are not written in the old-fashioned style or rehearsed 
in the old-fashioned way. You may have observed how all the 
burlesques are abused the first night by certain critica, but what 
long runs they have all the same after the cuts out and the cuts 
in by the supplementary authors, 

Mr. Gilbert's pieces are not produced in this loose and careless 


Christina: Naxcr Melxrosu. 


The Syndic: JouN LE Hay. Dame Cortlandt: ALICE BARNETT. 


fashion. Mr. Gilbert’s tang men and young women grow up 
and grow plump and grey in the Gilbertian nursery, on the 
Gilbertian pap. These steady scholars would never dream of 
kicking over the literary traces, romping, gambolling, or gin, 
peep, may he, when very, very far away in the provinces. 
should think not, indeed, for Mr. Gilbert can be a tartar when he 
likes, and he permits no “ dashed tom-foolery that is not his own. 
Mr. Gilbert's new burlesque, His Excellency, or “original comic 
opera” as he calls it. has been described as “as pure in tone as it is 
harmless in its drollery.“ Mr. Gilbert's drollery is by this time 
sufticiently well-known, for it is, and always has been, of one 
pattern. As he himself says, “Quixotic in his enterprise, and 
\opeless his adventure is, who seeks for jocularities that haven't 
yet been said. The world has joked incessantly for over fifty 
centuries, and every joke that's possible has long ago been made.” 
I will forgive the librettist for his make-shift rhyme, and School 
board English, his “said” rhyming with “made” and the rest of 
it, because I cordially agree with his opinion. If Mr. Gilbert were 
hot to be “Gilbertian,” where would his suburban following find 
warmth and shelter and “harmless drollery ? I trust that Mr. 
Gilbert may never be led away from that path he has so long 
trodden so successfully, Times are improving, skirts 2 
lromenades narrowing, and we have yot Mr. Gilbert’s harmless 
drollery, that 
is “so awfully, 
cuttingly sar- 
castic, and all 
that, my dear.” 
Poor, dear 
Dr. Osmond 
Carr (I had, 
as nearly as 
possible, for- 
gotten there 
wasany music) 
has scarcely 
basked upon a 
bed of roses, 
yet, really 
ought to be 
quite thankful 
wy hes 8 
who, in speak - 
ing of his work, 
have not di- 
lated on the 
“ spontaneous 
humour so 
characteristic 
of Sir Arthur,” 


which they ap- 

pear to have 

eld: The Reyent: missed. I may, 
PORGH GROSSMITH, RUTLAND BARKINGTON, 


perhaps, add in 
. conclusion that 
ig houses for a long while at the Lyric. Go, by all 
„ for there will you find, at their verv best, 
4 1, Rutland Barrington, John Le Hay, Alice Barnett 
tes MeIntosh, and Jessie Bond, and, indeed, everyone concerned 
“orks hard and well. Happy, harmless drollery | 


hore will be b 
his. m dex 
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ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


NO JOKE 


— — 


Haring received numerous 
letters from different parts of the 
Country assuming that SLOPER’S 
PILLS ave meant as a joke, we 


are anxious once and for all to 
dispel such an idea. There is 
not the smallest particle of joke 
about SLOPER’S PILLS. Ley 


are made from _the prescription of 
an Eminent Physician practising 
an the West End of London, and 
will be found an invaluable 
Medicine by all who try them. A 


box containing 50 Pills will be 
sent to any address, post free for 
92", by the Proprietors, 


GURDEN & CO., 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET 8T., LONDON, E. 0. 


THE RAGE FOR GAMBLING. 


Just as the racing season is about to close, and the temptations 
for backing ‘em are about to be withdrawn from the gambler for 
four brief months, the German Lottery Ticket season opens up, and 
the morning postman stuffs into the letter-box of the rate-paying 
Britisher a fat and bulky envelope full of tickets in the Great * 
at Limburgerbaden, for ness knows how many millions of 
marks, not counting the odd pfennigs. 

A, poor, wretched, widow woman, wenring mourning of the 
rustiest and time-ventilated cotton gloves, came into this office last 
Wednesday, and poured into the ear of A. SLOPER a truly ge 
tale of misery and starvation. It is hard for one living in the lap 
of luxury to list unmoved to the pleading of another who hasn't 
perhaps even got so much as a cough-drop to suck, or a cold 

left over from Sunday's dinner with which to drive the 
wolf from the door. So A, SLOPER referred her to the War-in-the- 
East editor. 

The War-in-the-East editor heard her throughout, and, being 
moved to compassion, gave her his last florin and a blessing. No 
sooner had the poor woman received the florin, however, than she 
at once owned that the real reason she wanted it was to have a 
“go” in the Big Raffle at Limburgerbaden, and had dreamed the 
number of the winning ticket. Poor creature ! 

There's no doubt, too, she might have won the 457,000,000 marks 
(and the odd ae) but for the fact that there wasn’t that 
amount in the pool, nor had she dreamed of a number, or invested 
the florin as suggested. More than that, she had no florin to invest, 
as the War-in-the-East editor didn't give her one. In fact, thinking 
it well over, A. SLOPER never remembers the War-in the-East 
editor being ina position to lend anybody a florin, and certainly 
not in this instance, for the old girl in question never came into 
the office, being choked off by the smell of fish frying—which she 
never could abear—at the Middlebiteries, lower down. It is, 
perhaps, as well, because we never had a War-in-the-East editor on 
the paper, and don’t intend to begin now, there being already such 
a crowd of “ Special Correspondents at the Front,” in the Cheshire 
Cheese, that one can hardly get to the bar to get served. All of 
which goes to prove that the amount of gambling—gambling with 
marks, LN with facts—that goes on amongst us is not 
only astounding but alarming, and it's A. SLorEn's unalterable 
opinion that somebody ought to be spoken to about it. 


— — 


“IT IS AN ILL WIND,” ETC. 


Ir required no effort of Lena ginetion whatever to see that the 
smart, good-looking young fellow of some seven · and · thirty 
summers limped rather painfully as he ascended the front steps of 
the noble residence and rang the visitors’ bell. In afew moments 
the door opened and a portly old gentleman appeared. 

“Well, I'm hanged!” he ejaculated, as he gazed at the shame- 
faced young man; “you here again, are you? If you haven't got 
the cheek of the very old gentleman! I thought that delicate hint 
1 bestowed on you just as you started down these very steps Inst 
night would give you to understand that I don’t approve of you as 
a suitor for my daughter—eh?” 

“The hint was not lost upon me, sir, and, though it wrings my 
very heartstrings to say it, I will not press 1 suit any further.” 

“What have you come here for. then? Did you leave your cane, 
or umbrella. or anything behind?” ‘ 

“Oh, dear, no, sir—nothing but my heart—er—but—er—I_ was 
much struck, sir, by your wonderful vigour—perfectly remarkable 
for one of your age—xo much so, in fact, that I couldn't refrain 
from calling round this morning to try and get you to join our 
foothall club, I assure you if we'd had such a kicker as you witlt 
us last Saturday we should never have been licked by the Black- 
heath Wobblers, but should have—”" 

He didn't stay to finish the speech, for. with a nasty, significant 
glance at the right toe of his Waukenphasts, the old gentleman 
was getting ready to take a run. 


2 . * a 5 ; | | | 
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SELLING A PURITAN. 
— — 


“Dip I ever tell you how I spoofed that Puritan parson down in 
Loamshire?" queried Gander, pleasantly. “No? Well, just you 
i that whisky, and 
isten. And the lights ! 
Thanks ! 


More years ago than 
I care to think of I was od ‘ 
| 


staying at Snipworth- 
in-the-hole, a delight- 
ful little village in the 
heart of Loamsbire. 
When I say delightful, 
I refer merely to the 
rural surroundings. 
The village itself waa 
parson-ridden to the 
ast degree—a sort of 
miniature agricultural 
Iladea, 

“The joker in ques- 
tion who ruled the 
roost, the Rev. Peck- 
band Chadsniff, was a 


man who held very 
strong views. 80 
strong, indeed, that 


even a tough-stomach- 
ed heathen like myself 
found them beyond his 
digestive capacity ! 

“ But the Rev, Chad- 
sniff was an enthusiast ut the game. He delighted in scentin 
moral filth; and rooted incessantly in the unsavoury mire o 
local scandal with the keen relish and aptitude of an ecclesiastical 
hog, little recking what odours were wafted abroad through his 
constant and indiscriminate stirring. 

“The fact was, he mentally manufactured the stuff he was in 
senrch of. He aaw life through coloured spectacles, and, naturally, 
everything appeared to look blue. He would dog innocent sweet- 
hearts for hours in the gloaming, skulking behind them like some 
obscene shadow, He would track problematically delinquent hus- 
bands to their possible lairs, and lurk around the wash-tubs of 
og seen wives, with the stealthy watchfulness and acute sense 
of hearing of a Red Indian. Pah! the very recollection of the 
1 1 a a nasty taste to my mouth! Pass the whisky again ! 

anks 

“Perhaps the N girl in the place was Mary Willerson. 
There was nothing of the simpering, wild- rose, ideal chromo- 
lithographic village maiden type about Mary. She was a buxom, 
healthy, honest, 
straightforward, in- 
dustrious English lass 
of twenty—a splendid 
specimen of that real 
backbone of the coun- 
try, the lower-middle 
clase, She dwelt in a 
trim little cottage with 
her widowed mother, 
who a small 
annuity, eked out by 
the rearing of chicken, 
or something of the 
sort, Her aweetheart 
a sailor, was absent on 
a long voyage; but if 
things turned out pros- 
perously, as she hoped 
they would, they were 
to 105 married on his 
return. These icu- 
larg she frankly con- 
fided to me at the very 
commencement of our 


en A 
Lurking around the wush-titbs, 


friendship. 
“Mary and I were 
great chums. There 


was not even the sem- 
blance of a flirtation 
between us, mind ee 
irl, and respected her as if she had been 
a duchess, and 1 really believe she entertained quite a fraternal 
affection for myself. Many an afternoon ramble we had together, 
and in many a fishing excursion had she proved an agreeable 
companion. Imagine therefore my disgust, when, with some hesi- 
tation, she one morning informed me that the parson had been 
spying our movements for some time, and even on several occa- 
sions deigned to follow us, 

“Tl play him a trick he won't forget in a hurry,’ was my 
wrathful comment. ‘Look here, Mary! About eight o'clock 
to-night you stroll past his house in the direction of Lovers’ Lane, 
He's sure to be at the window, and if I follow directly afterwards, 
it'll draw him like a badger. Only when you get to the secon 
gate, slip through, and run back home again across the meadow 
and leave the rest to me. Aud, oh! by-the-by, you might len 
me an old bonnet and shawl.’ 

“That afternoon, with the aid of a couple of hedge-stakes, some 
straw, a skirt, and Mary's old bonnet and shawl, I manufactured 
quite a respectable looking scarecrow, which I concealed ina con- 
venient ditch close to the spot selected as the base of opera- 
tions. 

“The night came; bright moonlight. Mary started as agreed 
on, and I followed. Half way up the lane I glanced over my 
shoulder. Sure enough 
his reverence was on 
my track, Turning a 
corner sharply, I 
whipped the ecarecrow 
out of the ditch, 
propped it up against 
the gate, and lovingly 
encircled it with my 


arm. 

“The next moment 
the deep voice of the 
spy broke the stillness 
of the autumn night. 
‘Ho! Jezebel !’ he cried. 
‘Lost one wallowing in 
the slough of shame, 
turn, sinner turn! and 
face your outraged 

stor!’ 

“Well, if you want 
the Indy, take her!’ 
I said, and flung the 
dummy with all the 
force could muster 
directly at his head. 
He fell like a shot. 
His ultimate dismay, 
astonishment, and dis- 
appointment you can 
easi.y conceive. The story, of course, spread all over the place: 


On my track, 
for I honestly liked the 


“Turn, sinner, turn!“ 


and if he’s alive at this present moment Uli bet fifty to one he's 
still known by the sobriquet of the Rev. Mawkiu- which. as 
you are doubtless aware, is the Loamshire appellation for it 
scarecrow.” 
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She. We were so sorry you missed your last train last night, 
What did your wife say ? 

He, I took her remarks down in shorthand ; there is that bork 
full and three more iu the bag ! 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 3¢5.—Miss El. su Namn. 


rd barter all I have for just a smile.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Who could withstand such magic grace and beauty ?” 


„ite, Elsie, dost return my passion ? —The Hon, Billy. 


Mes my the Elder wearily,“ Aw'm sick o the wickedness o this wark( (2) “ McNal 
(1) “McSnatchum,” said the 1 e Wowy , Hist. h, ye 


ye'd better tak’ the order for ma funeral tae tak place the morn'n efternin wi’ a’ bloom 
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“Is Miss Grace at home?” “No, sir.” “Give 
she returns.” “ Oertain! 


her my cari, please, wi 7. 
tone your ther fase“ What dayou mean?” eee [And ahr wondered why he didn 
01 lace, you mean?” t 
tuther says you are double-faced.” pede hand, sista aac 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HERR JOHANN STRAUSS. 


Hall, I say, composer of 
said Herr Strauss, I didn't compose that. 
me, I think you are labouring under a i 
ou did, and they never err.” Herr Strauss politely shrugged his shoulders aud 
2 always that it was J 


intimated that he was under the impression his good futher who 
it. “ boy,’ A n. “now permit me to know being in the 
literary line myself.—<(4) Shade of Jullien! it don't scem nearly twenty years d 
since you delighted us with the ly at t 1 nut 
w have here? a sil wreath!" “Presented to me the comprar, 
mi ‘cond of America,” replicl Herr Straus. me to try it 
on,” said A. SLOPER, taking it from the velvet cushion on which it rested, aul 
3 brow. “Well, Johann, I really must 5 I am Caries 
ine with peror at eight. Good-bye, good-bye 1"——(5) “ 
wreath——" said Herr “My dear ft 1” cried Bminent, “a thousant 


dons! It was quite an oversight on my part, I assure you! Take it with my 
Pioming. Farewell till next we meet!” 


ye've led an uno sinfu' life, an' as it’s noo (3) “Minister, Minister, there's to pay aie 


-nosel partan, ye 
enity.“ 8 its end I can tell ye the Perrish wall be filled wi’ peace, and the hearts o° the grand funeral the morn, but I canna 


5 2 „ 1 85 f Sab.” 
«Wit the greatest plecsure, McNab,” said McSnatchum : “live an’ let live has aye been my motto.” irk seasion will be filled wi’ joy tae sce sic a cameteary catawampus buriod cog 1 = i — 5 ors e the session. 


among the mools in the cauld kirk yard. (And Ae. Vub careered all over the I 


2 N Hee * 
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\ 0 “4 
— a a ** f 
y ae 5 — 4 
“te -Burglare=Blérel- A Nigh 2 5 : 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
n "a Show, and other drawbacks, I think I have sight, Poor Paine got tired and very tight !—A royal weleome we'll contrive For Jabez when he 
collected some pretty tidy material for a more t average display this week. It hasbeenadifficult does arrive :—The tomb where Boadicea lay Cannot be found, the Cuncil say :—By commoners, as 
task I acknowledge, but nevertheless I hope you will all admit that I have in my = well as Peers, Lord Rosebery was reeciced with cheers: — Another hoax by Marim gay, Was 


„Horta. On we go:—A Crash, a shrick, a loud ee An ont 7 of @ shocking surt:—An ractised but the other day! Yea, there is no doubt but that there is a very warm welcome awaiting 
Aacicnt gift, that Indian shavl, But still tis what she gires to all. When housebreaking the uther abez Spencer Balfour, He is so deserving of it, don't you know !—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


In spite of November fogs, the Lord — 


OUT OF THE QUESTION. 


Pains 


ait 
4 
5 


eee eee 


1 „. Jack, I want to 
do?” “Do? Why, ridiculous pasteboard head 
Str Littlechap, To conceal my identity, my dear. 
Why, if it lmown that I went behind the scenes at the 
Tivocadero I might get my baronet licence endorsed. 


2 


1 1 IN THE GOOD OLD DAYS. 
ere we have a grandfather of seven’ yous ago, telling a 
er 2 ings de used 8 


He, Er—I'm very sorry, Miss, to disturb you, passing in and 


9 1 1 1 1 all the wondrous 

1 alittle boy. And the of to-day smiles. out so often, 

i ine of the good ‘old fairy stories Ae, too, ——— to tell “T can't come next Sunday, it’s Missus's night out.“ “Why, she was out last night. Do you mean to She, Oh, (don't mention it ! my husband keeps the refreshment 
ter on, : say you let ‘er ‘ave two nights a week ?” bar. 
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PERHAPS it is just about time we gave some information con- 
cerning! our Christmas Number, At any rate, the British Public 
seem to think so, 
us during the last 
few days we have 
been literally del- 
uged with letters, 
postcards, and tele- 
grams asking for 
information upon 
— * Bren 
the mperor o 
China is growing 
anxious, and from 
what we can gather 
from his telegrain 
he looks forward 
to“ ALLY SLOPER'S 
Curistas HOut!- 
DAYS" to put a stop 
altogether to the 
Great Eastern War, 
Well, without 
boasting, we can 
assure our patrons 
that even those 
who expect the 
most will not be 
disappointed. Our 
Christmas Number 
this year is going 
to knock all pre- 
vious records into a cocked hat, and not even the London County 
Council will be able to take exception to its contents. We fear no 
one. For further particulars we must refer our readers to future 

numbers of the“ HaLr-HOLIDAY.” 

es 

s 

HENGLEnr’s old Circus is once more occupied, and this year, as 
last year, by Herr Wulff. Wulff, though little known in England, 
is at the top of the tree in his own profession on the Continent, 
and his show nt Hengler's seems to * caught on wonderfully 
among Cockneys. Perhaps the most wonderful part of the whole 
programme is when the genial manager himself introduces into 
the ring at one time sixty horses. This performance must really 

be seen to be appreciated. *° 


WHEN one of our most eminent dramatic critics was asked 1 
whose performance he liked best in a certain play, he responded, 
“The prompter's, for I saw less and heard more of him than anyone 
else in the piece.” 3 „ 


Ir is pleasing to learn that all being well, Sir Augustus of Drury 
will again enliven London with another series of Carnival Balls 
this winter. Covent Garden wi 
once more be the scene of the 
brilliant merry-making, and it 
is comforting to retlect that the 
J.. C. C. will have absolutely no 
authorit there. Merrie 
England shall be Merrie in 
a of all the humbugs in 
the Kingdom. . 


s 

THE Moth-Eaten Fabric haa 
thisday conferred the “ Award 
of Merit” upon Sin Josern 
RENALS, beeause he's the new 
Lord Mayor, —“Feyther,”* 
burst forth the Cerulean-Orbe:l 
Mace-Bearer, “you ain't neg- 
lected your little annual pre- 
caution, 1 see, Git the right 
side of the Chief Beak is your 
motter, ain't it? And con- 
sidering the times you're likel 
to require his leniency, it’s 
a prime move on your part, old 
josser.” But here the 
swooped down upon his luck- 
leas offspring in all the majesty 
of his wrath, and now the 
Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Children are think- 
ing of taking up the case, 


* 0 

s 
ONCE again has the over cheery German Reed entertainment 
undergone its periodical change, and a new musical trifle, 7hat 
Fatal Menu, and another of Mr. Corney Grain’s inimitable sketches, 
Back in Town, replace the former programme, of which the delight- 
ful little operetta, grog, is the only remaining item. The invari- 
able excellence of the German Reed shows are so well known 
and so widely appreciated, that it is amply sufficient to sa: 
that the present one is fully up to the exalted standard of excel- 
lence which we expect and get from this cheery and talented 

company. * 


Two classic sports seem lately to have Ls otras See to the dors. 
We allude to boxing and trotting. English boxers seem to 

slowly degenerating into frauds; whilst trotting races, so far as 
London is concerned, are only conspicuous by their absence. And 
yet we are informed by certain wise men that the modern sport is 
far in advance of the ancient. This is all bunkum, though. A 
return to the good old days would, be welcomed by A. SLOPER. 


WIpows are in favour in London nowadays, especially gay onea, 
and the one who is at present installed at the Court Theatre is 
most certainly 
noexception to 
the general 
rule, in fact, wo 
should say she 
is a widow 
which it would 
be difficult to 
improve upon, 
And so thinks, 
undoubtedly, 
the Londoner 
playgoer. At 
any rate, he is 
>, lilling the cory 

little theatre 
nightly, and he 
is evidently 
. delight. 
ed with the 
menu prepared 
for his benefit. 
AH Widon's 
admirers can, 
in fact, benum- 
bered by the 


long na she 
chooses to remain at the Court Theatre so long will her followers 
visit her, and under no circumstances should, we think, she be 
evicted this side of Christmas, A tenant who pays her way regu- 
larly as she does is always welcome among theatrical managers, 
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me when he sees one 


Tnar A. SLoren knows program 
he asserts that the Metropolitan 


a 
most people will admit, and w. 
Music-Hall is at present 
running one which will 
compare favourably with 
any other in London, it will 
be” generally —unders' 
that the show is really a 
first-class one. Well, what 
else can be expected with 
an old veteran like Henri 
Clarke at the helm? As 
a public caterer Henri 
Clarke is incomparable, as 
witness his list of artistes: 
Hessie Bellwood, Peggie 
Pryde, Eugene Stratton, 
Kate James, T. E. Dunville, 
Fred Williams and Com- 
pany, ete., etc. Pay a visit 
to the Met. by all means, 
and at the very first oppor- 
tunity. „ 


THE Mikado of Japan 
has been chucking titles 


has come Shoe e way. 
What's A. SLOPER done 
that he's not to be rewarded? 
He don't want a title, but 
a diamond star or a 
diamond cross would come in particularly handy at present. 


s. 

AND so the bomb-exploding miscreants are turning their atten- 
tion to England now, are they! Sir Henry Hawkins was to have 
been their victim, was he? but the ruffians made a mistake in the 
house, and the bomb went off in the residence of inoffensive Mr. 
Brett. Look here, you Anarchist fellows, A. SLOPER lives at 
Mildew Court, Battersea, and don't you fi it. Don't go leaving 
any of your infernal machines about his residence by mistake. He 
has absolutely no use for bombs whatever, 


s 

THE statement that the editor of Zarks! has broken down 
under the extra pressure of the Christmas Number is the grossest 
slander, circulated by envious contemporaries, The brilliant chief 
was never fitter, and retains all that dashing energy which has 
made Larks / the foremost ha penny comic of our time. 

ss 
s 

THE Tzar is dead. Long live the Tzar! Russia's ruler has 
passed away, nnd a new autocrat reigneth in his stead. The voice 
of the Press has not hesitated 8 
in the many terrible accusa- 
tions it has brought against the 
dead monarch, Let us think 
more kindly of him. The 
vast subject of Russian 
politics is so complicated n 
question that ‘twere ill to 
udge a dead man in our but 

intly illumined ignorance. 
Who knows what subtle 
wers influenced even the 

hrone, whocan guess the po- 
tency of treachery, falsehood, 
and misrepresentation in that 
corrupt Court? It is not for 
us to judge. Let us rather 
extend our sympathy to the 
sorrowing family at the loss 
of a good and loving husband 
and father; our pit toward, 
the bereaved son called upon’ 
to succeed to his Terrible In- 
heritance. « ¢ 

s 


Dogs is tho title of a new. 
penny illustrated weekly, 
exclusively devoted to the 
interests of the canine and 
its owner, It is smartly 
written, right up to date, and 
5500 
man. 0 as 0 r a competi- 
tion to determine the breed of Snatcher. 


i 
JUST as we to press, the Mildewed One receives his reply. 
The editor declines, politely but firmly. He says there is so much 
uncertainty about it, that it would be supp asa gamble. 
se 


s 

As an instance of the sustaining qualities of Bovril, the artiste 
who recently played on the piano for 30 hours without once 
falling off the music-stool, was kept going on that tack, It does 
put your back up, and no kid. 

ss 
s 

THE Revolver Nuisance, which was conspicuous some time ago, 
ia again attracting the attention of the public—and the police. 
Perhaps it is the increas- 
ing cheapness of the 
weapons which is at the 
bottom of the mischief ; 
any how, the fact remains 
thnt the revolver bran- 
dishing idiot is multiply- 
ing exceedingly. Almost 
every day one or other 
of our magistrates is 
called upon to adminis- 
ter reprimand or punish- 
ment to some youthful 
ackass, often a mere 

y, charged with en- 
congering the safety of 
the public by the reck- 
lesa use of a six-shooter. 
The Pistols Bill fell 
through; how is the 
nuisance to be quashed? 


4 B&H 


OS 
Le 


s 
AUSTRALIANS gem 
to be considerably dis- 
appointed at the con- 
struction of the English 
team of cricketers which 
has so recently reached 
their shores. They seem 
to have thoroughly made 
up their minds that A. 
SLOPER would have been 
included, pit ges Js 
at finding that such was not the case can better be imagined 
than described. ee 
* 


THERE are honours which are sought, and there are honours 
which are bestowed without the seeking. Of the latter A. SLOPER 
generally has a profusion on the Fifth of November. This year, 
though, he was pleased to note that his efligy was conspicuous 
amoug the guys only by its absence. 


(Saturday, November 17, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR von THE WERK ENDING NOVEMBRE 247TH, 1894, 
— — 


18th November, 1889.—A newspaper of this da 

“This year will be one of the best on 8 ſor N 
Accounts already received from different parts of the country 
report an unusual number of bears. At Borgo, on the Trausyl. 
vun ian frontier, six large specimens have been shot within the kisi 
few days. I have heard of another instance where, last week 
three were killed in one morning. Near a village in the district oi 
Sohl, in Hungary, a woman, while out woodcutting with her litt!.. 
girl, was attacked and thrown to the ground by a large bear. Th. 
child began to scream, and instantly rushed at the animal, seiziug 
Hebd grog n vigorously pale Either surprised or 

0 el e woman, an i i | 
5 * retired at a brisk canter 


19th November, 1242.—Westminster Hall was fo 

liable to be flooded whenever high tides occurred. On e 
date boats floated from the river to the interior of the Hall. Th. 
coronation of George 11., was announced for October 4th, 1727, but 
as the day approached someone suggested that on that day ther. 
would be a spring tide, and thet the ceremonial had better post. 
poned. It was accordingly postponed until the 11th. On the 4th, 
as predicted, the Hall was flooded. The floor of the Hall wis 
afterwards raised several feet, 


20th November, 18384.—This day Miss Fortescue wa- 
awarded £10,000 dat for breach of j Lor 
. tee mee or breach of promise of marriage; Lord 
21st November, 1775.—John Hill, the noted sarcastic 
writer and empiric, died this day. Of him, his medicines, and his 


poetry, a rival wro' 
“Thou essence of dock, of valerian and 
At once the disgrace and the of this age: 


The worst that we wish thee for all of thy crimes, 
Is to take thy own physic, aud read thy own rhymes,” 
To this another wit added : 
“The wish must be in form reversed 
To suit the doctor's crimes, 
For if he takes his physic first, 
He'll never read his rüiy mes. 
22nd November, 1324.—The following is an entry in the 
records of Edward II. s household expenses preserved in Exchequer : 
“Robyn Hod, jadys un des porteurs poar cas gil ne poast pluis 
travailler de don par comandement—V.S.“ (To Robin Hood, by 
command, owing to his being unable any longer to work, the 
sum of 5s.), 


23rd November, 1741.—This day Buckhouse fought and 
beat Harry Gray, the clog maker. As ugly as Buckhouse,” was 
for long an uncomplimentary expression for an ugly man. This 
singular being is said to have been in the habit of allowing him- 
relf to be knocked down for a trifling gratuity by anyone who 
might fancy a trial of the strength of his own arm. 


24th November, 1864.—Under this date, Chambers gives 
an account of the notorious Mrs, Teresa Cornelys, who was made 1 
bankrupt in November, 1772. She died in the Fleet Prison on 
August 19th, 1797, at a very advanced age. She gave in her palmy 
days masked balls at Carlisle House, St. Ann's, Soho, wherent as 
many as eight hundred of the nobility and gentry assembled ut 
one 


A WHOPPING WAPPING OYSTER. 

THERE’s one most accommodating feature about the oyster which 
we don't know whether you've observed. The less it costs the 
larger it is, Call for a dozen natives—say in the Café Royal, au. 
they'll charge vou a dollar for twelve which are no larger than + 
coaching-coal button; take on a halfpenny sample one, al Frau. 
in Shoreditch on a Saturday night and there'll be enongh left aft: 
you've done with it and gone home to try to woosleep and forget it fo 
the itinerant shell-fishmonger to trim up aud sell us a jellytish toa 
later and less discriminating customer. 

We used to know a man once who said that any English:uan 
who knew his way about could live, and live well, too, on sixpence 
a day. That man had a nodding acquaintanceship with half tl 
baked potato can-pushers in this vast metropolis, and his face wa- 
welcomed at every stewed-eel barrow between Bow Church aul 
Turnham Green. And he said to us one day, about the time vi 
year that the goose-club bill is put forth in the public-house 
window, as he peered through the window of an oyster shop, not n 
thousand miles from the ne and gazed at some tubs of 
saucy little bivalves about as big as a d's Sunday watch: 

25 k there four bob a dosen —why, it's sheer robbery, sir, 
robbery under arms.“ We admitted that dissipation did seem to 
come high—at fourpence a gulp. 

“Now, look here,” said he, you've nothing particular to do, 
come down with me on the 1 ateamboat as far as Mapping 
just see what Wapping can do in the way of a penny oyster. 

And we went. 

It seemed ages since we'd been in Wapping last, and the Wapping 
local authorities didn't appear to have done anything for it in n 
sanitary way since that time. Immigration and oysters appeared 
to have swept aside bel der else, and aliens of all sorts and 
from all lands wandered aimlessly about and waited for ships that 
never seemed to sail. 

„Ere yar—hysters—'ave a go at the nobbly blue-pints—a penny 
where yer like!” . 

The invitation was addressed to us by a vendor of shellfish 
standing in the gutter. He had already secured one customer, an 
almond-eyed citizen of Hong-Kong, who stood gazing affection- 
ately at one huge oyster, about three sizes larger than the rest. 
Whether he couldn't find his penny or what it was, we don't know, 
but instantly our economical diner-out spotted it he was on it. „ 

“Ha, ha! my noble sportsman from the land of birdnest soup 
he cried triumphantly, as with adept thumb and forefinger he 
seized the giant oyster and flung down his penny, “youre too 
bg thinking about it. First come, first served—here goes. 

He threw back his head, and, dropping the mammoth bluepoint 
into his capacious tatertrap, closed his lips and rolled his eyes in glee. 

“He, he, he!” laughed the celestial, turning to us, welly wells 
big mouthee your fliend gottee.“ 

“He has,” we asserted. 3 8 

He, he, he!” he continued, “me tly swallow ‘im slix, sleven 
times—me couldn't get him dlown !” 10 

The sixpence-a-day man heard him, and well, all we care a 
say is that if he was a wonder at getting giant oysters down he 
waa a perfect model in reversing the operation. 


A SPLENDID IDEA. ' 
Editor (Slocombe-Poger Gazette). I've got a grand idea for nex 
week, and here is the announcement of it. . 
Sub. Hlitur. What, is it a new competition — missing wo i 
fake, or ars a In next week's issue of the Gazette we pro 
pose publishing à long descriptive article on the best-dres* 
woman in Slocum-Poger.” By Jove! you've hit it. 997 
B. In spite of the extra 500 printed, the Gazette . 
out of print within an hour of publication. 


NEXT MONDAY, NOV. roth. ONE SHILLING. 


FOOTLIGHTS. 


JUDY'S ANNUAL FOR 1895, 
PORTRAITS of ACTORS, ACTRESSES, AUTHORS, CRITICS, Etc 
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BAD 
Goon | NEWS FOR SOME OF US. 
(From Sundry Points of View.) 


Cc I—From THE 
ie Cx ony Love 


MaASsHERS. 


Ae, = THAT Beauties 

„ eu 1 > best love Plain 

0 MUST REAIAIN Men, 

=> LOVELESS We're told by 
— — some inane 


men, 

Mere bally busy 
brain-men, 

Who don't 
know where 
they are! 

But if this is 
vewacious, 

The news is most 
vexatious, 

Gweatt Scott! 
and Goodness 
Gwacious ! 

On Johnnies 
this must 
jar! 

For handsome 
youths like me, 
you know, 

This ia, indeed, a 
bitter blow | 


I1.—From Most or us MALE-FOLK. 


What! Beauties best love Plain Men, 
Not dotty, doll-like vain men— 
Good news is this for sane men 
(For all as sane as ve.) 
As Beauty now ne’er swallows 
Mere features like Apollo's, 
Why certainly it followe— 
We now her choice must be! 
All us this news now Joy-ward tugs— 
So cheer up, Brother Ugly-Mugs! 


— 


A FEATHERED MATCHMAKER. 

“1 BEG your pardon, sir,” enid the elderly bagman from tho 
snuggest corner of the hotel “commercial room,” “but did I not 
hear you discussing the decrease of marriage and the difficulty of 
tinding husbands for our daughters.” 

„That's so, sir,” assented his companion, “are you interested in 
ject at all.“ 
eli yes, sir,” was the reply, “I may eay 1 am fairly well 
quilitied to speak on it, having had nine daughters, and married 
‘er all, ay, and no difliculty at all about the job either.” 

+ Indeed, you're lucky; they must have been wonderfully 
attractive young ladies.” 

“Oh, yes! well enough 
in their way, not Mary 
Handsons or Lilly Lang- 
tries you understand, but 
good. healthy, sensible gals 
as any young man might 
wish—but there, 1 don't 
give ‘em no credit for it 
not a nounce, it was ali 
Polly's doings, every bit of 
es 


th 


—— — 
3 


„Ah, xour wife?“ 

“No, sir, those gals were 
early deprived of a mother's 
tender care,” said the ola 
sentioman, brushing away 
atear, j refer to a parrot.” 

$ nrrot!“ 

„, sir, a most remark. 
le bird, the most re- 
warkable bird it has ever 
been my lot to encounter. 
! Jo not believe that there 
is such another instance of 
fathered sagacity in the world, sir. I taught that bird, sir, I trained 
him myself. it was my own idea entirely. ay | gals, I said, have no 
mother to guard their matrimonial interests, 1 myself must devise 
u means of assistance. When any young spark 4 5 to pe spoons 
on any of them I gave hima month to make up his mind, and if 
he didn't come to the point then May, or Eliza. or Jane, or whoever 
he was sweet on, had instructions to ask him into the parlour next 
time he called, and there was Polly all ready for business. ‘Now 
then, young man, he'd yell as soon as the chap was fairly settled, 
why don’t you put the question and get it over? Hurry ap beer 
Shu urry wi Then my gal would blush hard and say, Lor, Mr. 
Smithers, did you ever!’ And the young chap he'd overcome his 
ulness and edge towards her, and Polly d cry loud as he could 
d s her, kiss her, kiss her!’ and, well, of course, he mostly got 
on d. That was the signal for me. In 1d walk, bear me, What's 
0 this ?’—explanations—tears—prayers, bless you, =z childre 
less you. Nine of em, sir, think of it, nine of em, and that bi 
® sccond mother to em all. No, sir, Polly is not alive now, it 
inder pined away when the last of em went off. Seemed to feel 
115 its life's mission was accomplished, so to speak—Well, yes, 
nk you, 1 don't mind if I do: it ¢e rather chilly to- night. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 10—THEeE OLD LONDON GIRL. 


To me, his brilliant pote, 

The Love-lorn Fabric 
wrote 

A ens aced note 


hich set my brain 
awhirl : 

“Much rapture it will 
bring me, 

Half-way to heaven twill 
fling me, 

If the praises you will 
sing me 

Of the OLD Lox DOx 

girl!” 


Ina pub. on Ludgate Hill 
} ate and drank my fill! 
And, ere I paid my bill, 
1 interviewed that 
vearl : 
Of loveliness amazing, 
Of youthfulness so daz- 


ing, 

Whom the Fossil wanted 
praising 

As the OLD Lonpow girl! 


Then I, his brilliant pot 
To the Driveliing Detard wrote 
A brusque and angry note, 
8 Which would set his hair ncurl : 
By the rood and by the moss, 
I will ne’er, for all your brass, 
Sing yon 16 London \aes 
As the OLD London girl!“ 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
7 HARRINGTON MANSIONS, SHAFTESBURY AVENUE, 
November 2nd, 1891. 

My Dear Six. —I am indeed ill-skilled in beating the covers of 
my imagination for metaphors of gratitude and thanks for con- 
ferring on me the “Sloper Award of Merit,” safely received (and, 
1 need not add, highly prized), for the which “1 can none other 
answer make, but fun e und THANKS,” Believe me, my dear Sir, 
fraternally and sincerely yours, LEO STORMONT. 

— — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 5.—HUBERT DE BLUEFUNK SLor ER. 
Born, 1190. Poisoned, 1235. 

WE reached last week that point in the shameful and sanguinary 
history of the House of SLOPER when Francis de Fricassee suc- 
cumbed to over-indulgence in cold tripe. No sooner had the 
bloated glutton been safely packed away in the 3 vault, than 
his numerous progeny started an animated discussion over the 
terms of the will. There were nine of them all told, young men of 
mettle, every ove of them. The debate was conducted with con- 
siderable spirit from the commencement, and swords and daggers 
towards the termination, and when Hubert de Bluefunk, the sole 
survivor, rang the bell for a servant to tidy up a bit, eight corpses 
decorated the floor of the apartment. 

It was not, however, at the hand of Hubert de Bluefunk that 
they met their doom. Let us hasten to acquit the noble youth of 
the awful crime of fratricide. No, with a loftiness of purpose. u 
high-souled disinterestedness in the subject under discussion, he 
had crawled behind the coalscuttle when the proceedings began to 
assume an aspect of nctivity, and had watched the subsequent 
fatal developments of the arguments in pained but discreet silence, 
only emerging fruin his concealment when the death kick of the 
last survivor announced that he might do so in safety. 

The widowed Lady Sloper was naturally much distressed at the 
tragical course of events, but dried her tears when Hubert de Blue- 
funk diplomatically pointed out to her that it was just as well the 
little family difference should have been settled whilst the Castle 
was in mourning for its late master, as it would cost them nothing 
extra in the way of crape. The undertaker, too, argued Hubert de 
Bluefunk, would no doubt make a liberal discount in consideration 
of so large an order; besides wt:ich, the family sepulchre would 
begin to assume a more furnished sspcct. now that eight more 
elegant coffins would lessen its hitherto rut her bare appearance. 

Thus, at the very commencement of his career, was Hubert de 
Bluefunk taught that “discretion is the better part of valour,” and 
throughout a not uneventful life, he kept a naturally courngeous 
spirit in check with this valuable axiom. Whenever duty or 
honour demanded that he should challenge someone to mortal 
combat, he would instantly suppress his vatural inclination for 
bloodshed with a thought of the ancient proverb, and rather than 
tranegress it he would even suffer a contemptuous kicking at the 
hands of an opponent. Even the oft-levelled accusation of 
cowardice did not suffice to move him from his pur „ his sword 
rusted in its scabbard, and the family lance and battleaxe hung 
neglected in the hall. Not even the frequent raids made upon his 
belongings by rapacious barons could weaken his princi 3 
though he foamed with rage as this man or that carried off his 
cattle or annexed portions of his estates, he steadfastly refused all 
invitations to come out and fight. He married early a wife of his 
mother's selection, the Hon. Phillippa Naggerstung, to whom he 
proved a duly dutiful husband, and rather than cross the lady's 
somewhat strong will he would often submit tamely to the greatest 
insult, or the severest broomsticking. He grew meeker even with 
age, and such was the loss entailed by the continual depredations 
now carried on with impunity, that it was considered advisable by 
his family to put a merciful end to him before absolute ruin over- 
took them. Twopenn'orth of rat poison in his mead did the trick 
aud Hubert de Bluefunk turned up his toes to the relief of all 
dapendent upon him. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 
ee 


NOT IN THIS LIFE! 
“ AND ever the Truth comes uppermost, 
And ever is Justice done! 
So the bard Mackay, in his hopeful way, 
Would inspire us, every one, 
With the that io battle through life is well, 
And that Earth is nearer to Heaven than Hell! 


As forth from the orator's lips they teem, 
Pregnant with wisdom those words may scem 
But how many mortals, 3 distressed, 
Can aver, as through life they run, 
That seldom the Truth comes uppermost, 
And seldom is Justice done? 


The warrior, ecarred in the well-fought fight, 
Twixt the walls of a workhouse fretting— 
The widow, despoiled of her widow's mite— 
Maes r — of ae svenus Pe 
ow, how can these, as they pine an levi 
In the beautiful words of the bard believe!” 


“ And ever the Truth comes uppermost, 
And ever is Justice done!” 
The words may be true for me and for you, 
When our after-death life is won. 
But a weight it would save us, a weight of woe, 
If those words would come true in the world below! 


— —UEĩU 


LEARNING AND LUSH. 


“ Wat cheer, Bill, come an’ ‘ave n tiddley.“ 

Right you are, old pal. Where?“ 

„Oh, I dunno—eny old Jimsonwicks.“ 

„Not me, Bill. I've chucked up usin’ his ouse.“ 

„Ave yer? W hy, what's that for?” 

“Why, George, it was like this: last Saturday night out ho 
comes with the bills for the Annual Chris'mas Goose Club, an’ he 
saya, ‘’Ere, ‘ow many of yer is goin’ to come in this little swindle 
this year? I've got my eye on some o' the finest that ever 
came off a Nottingham pond.’ Well. one says he'll be in it, an’ 
another says he'll have a bob'sworth, but I thinks to myself, no, I 
ain't a-goin’ to fall in with every blessed thing he suggests—fust 
it's odd man out for sixpenny Stinkadores, then it's a rafile for a 
shade o wax fruit—yer know, 1 like to go my own way, George— 
so I says, No thank yer, I'm not takin’ any,’ says IJ. Wot,’ says 
he, ‘Christmas Day and no goose on the table, why, yer pals'll think 
you're broke,’ says he. Never you mind what they'll bloomin’ well 
think,’ says [; ‘I dessay they won't go short.’ ‘Ah! you don't un- 
derstand Latin, do yer?’ says he, provoking like. my under- 
stand a good deal more than you think for,’ says I. Well,’ says 
he, ‘p'r'aps you can tell me, then, why your table'll be like the 
stupidest, silliest, meaningless riddle that ever was asked ?’ 

“I pretended to be treatin’ im with silent, bloomin’ contempt— 
‘cos Latin never ‘ad no attractions for me, y'know, George; but 
rome o' the other cruckpots couldn't let it slide. ‘Why is it, 
Jimsonwicks?’ they cried. ‘Because there won't be no anser, 
said Jimsonwicks, and, though nonce of em saw it—I'll own 1 
didn't myself till I went home an' turned up the dictionary they 
rs laughed as though they did. an’ I walked straight out—d'ye 

lame me?” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


APPROPRIATE Stimulant for a Mandoline Player: Plect-rvust. 
Moe on his Z: A compositor who gets that letter under 

is feet. 

Ir is quite n mistake to suppose that Melton Overeoats should 
be worn in Melt'n' weather, 


367 
THE FAMILY GHOST. 


— 


CHAPTER XII. 

No one responded to the Chairman of the Ghosts Mutual Aid 
and Protection Society's call for suggestions, except the ghost of 
Ben Bouncer, who proposed 
that the ghosts should 
ndjourn to the wine-cellar 
and drink up all Captain 
Ratsbane's grog and see if .= 
he would be indifferent to 


that. 

“Might I speer,” said the 
Scotch miss ry ghost, 
“to what ye attreebut this 
maist unholy indifference 
to specrita ?" 

“Yes, I believe I know 
now the reason.” 

“ And what may it be?” 

“The reverend and learn- 
ed ghost must in his early 
days, after the pot-hook and 
hanger period, have met 
with a copy-book line preg- 
nant of meaning to in- 
terested in ghost life. That 
line was, ‘ Familiarity breeds 
contempt.’ Familiarity has 
ruined us. Not that for one 
NA am I 23 sup- 
posed suggest any 
of us heave. Geo guilty of 
individual familiarity ; but 
we have made ourselves 
80 collectively. One ghost, 
or even two, from the very 
loneliness which surrounds 
them maintains a system 
with ease; but when two hundred and thirty-six ghosts haunt 
one building, it will be at once apparent that there is too much 
of us to be effective—we are too numerous to be impressive. Mr. 
Ratsbane simply has a contempt for us, and displays it in these 
ghost harrowing snores.“ 

“ And what is to be done?” said a ghost of a merchant who had 
been murdered by the crew of the Susan, Are we to remain here 
and have no satisfaction out of the scoundrel who, in an untimely 
manner, made us the intangible things we are?” 

“ Avast heaving, messmate!” said Ben Bouncer. Avast 
heaving! 1 won't have any names called. Sam Ratsbane was n 

1, I admit, for blowing op of the Susan, but we were all in 
it in regard to the other affairs. I have n bit of an idea that I was 
the manly British sailor who hit you the chop which made n ghost 
of you, So don't you call names. If you call Captain Ratsbane a 
scoundrel for a little affair like that, why all of the crew were 

8 scoundrels too, 
and I was one of 
them; so don't 
call names, mis- 
ter —don't call 


names. 

“Order! order! 
gentlemen, or- 
der!” called the 
Family Ghost. 
“This little 
ditference — hus 
emphasized an 
opinion that i 
have held for 
some time. My 
friends, we are 
not only too 
numerous, bu: 
we are also too 
mixed. It in 
natural there 
should be fric- 
tion occasionally 
between a num- 
ber of estimable 
ghosts who had, 
by force of cir- 
cumstances in 
the other world, 


“Might 1 speer.” 


occupied oppo- 
„And what is to be done?” site sides,” 
“Well, 1 
didn't ask them to come here,” said Ben Bouncer, as he shifted 


his quid. 

“My friend. Mr. Bouncer, brings us to the point at once,” said 
the Family Ghost suavely. I propose that I should put myself 
in communication—I may say I have already done so—with a 
person which will provide us with employment —l may say with an 
amusement, for all who care to joinin it. A light, healthy, gentecl 
business it is, affording much opportunity for travel in all lands, 
and with all expenses paid.“ 

„And this business is——?” said several voices. 

„Messengers to the Mahatmas. You must have heard how tho 
Mahatmas’ business is spreading, and the extraordinary demands 
there are on their time and energies. Their operations have been 
considerably hampered. J understand, from want of messengers, 
and 1 took the liberty of recommending you, if you desire to 
accept the position. I believe head-quarters are very healthy, and 
there is no monot- 


ony in the life. 
It is a life which 
man would 
envy.” 


“Are we all to 
go? Are the crew 
of the Svsan to 
cornet said the 
merchant, “for if 
they are 1 am not 
going.” 

“That need not 
disturb) you one 
bit,“ said the 
Family Ghost. 
„The business will 
scatter you 80 
much over the face 
of the earth that 
vou will never 
meet. In fact, you 
may all bid fare- 
well here, for it's 
likely you will 
never meet ngain. 
I am sorry I can- 
not accompany 
you. There is a 
stipulation as re- 
ol cy age. No 
ghost is accepted 
who is over a _cen- 
tury old, and I must, therefore, clank my dismal chains for ever 
in Ratebane’s hated mansion. What say, good ghosts! du you 
accept? 

“We do!” was the unanimous shout. 

(To be concluded neat reck.) 


“ Messengers to the Makatma:.” 


ee „„ „ „„ „ 4 sn ah Fa cht vara dio Ga Aste ee ee ee er ae 
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SHE DIDN'T WANT. ONE. 


THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Horse Dealer (to Intending Purenaser). Now, Ive got 
a ‘oss in this box asl about suit you, quics—-(bang ! 


bang! fers!) 
Purchaser. Yes, that's about the kind that 
Shortsighted Young Lady. What a handsome, inteilectual young fellow. Who is he ? will oula sei I think I'll take a pair like that. Goud 


Her friend (sarcastically). The waiter. Would you like an introduction ? 


No. 386.—PROPESSOR NELSON, F.O.8. 
“It is with a very great sense of pleasure that we, this week, 
prove to our readers the portrait of, we believe, the most youth- 
ul ventriloquist known tofame. Though young in our hero 


FJ ͤvö annie us co nr cluesareenl AN ASTHETIC INSPIRATION. 


Though his father yearned to put him in the running for the 
Woolsack, and his mother cherishe! ambitious dreams of him 


juitted the ances- 
tral roof tree. He soon found a market for his talent, and is 


‘Award of Merit” prowunted to him September Sth, 1894." 
wi * presen: m Se ig 
: —Debrett Improved, 


Critic (visiting Van Rloke’s great impressionist work, “London in 
@ fog”). Pity he didn't paint that picture in fast colours. 


(1) Ralph the Rover. Ti be bloomin’ well washed if it ain't sickenin'! A pore  chicken—‘caure it ain't a bit like natur!——(4) I feels quite ‘urt by the looks on 
oe can't even ‘elp ‘isself to a few common heggs "thout a bacon- land. Biest if I don't puta charge of 1 0 11 
faced bumpkin with a gun comin’ stalkin’ of ‘im! ‘E ain't seed me yet, but ' will it and build a noo un meself! Stand back, Willum, an’ 1 U, show you pours 1 55 
d'reckly. ‘Ow am I to git out o' this bother ?——(2) I've it! Ow'sthis fora Bang !!!—(5) By the time the panic was over and “Willum” had been Hl 1185 
Livia’ en Lone Scarecrow? Talk abart the Hempire! it's a goed jab the the grou a ie — L VVV 
uty Council ain't knockin’ abart round ‘ere !——(3) Farmer Broadbrans, look —scene of action. that Farmer Broad 2 
at that ‘ere scur-crow, Willum. That's wot J FCE Never humorist, if that’s his notion of “fun.” It's altogether of too heavy an order for 
you go for to coustructicate one like that there! That wouldn't deceivean un’atched general utility—isa’ 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO, A COOL REQUEST 


Cabby (who has recetved his exact legal fare, wlth withering 
sarcasm). " re jae in ag in, uw nor. 8550 entitled to another 
three yards, 1 


blow me, I like to act 


0 Hi { ö 
enge 


0 2 


I 


G2 The Honourable woukl mash this 
V 7 though she told him she was en “Don't you think, Bfandie, the on tg see ates om 
Tramp. "¥re's my cari, Miss, if 1 cau be of service to you in But when her chappic came vack from simply delicious ? But 1 a afea ty) soon: 1 bart 
the heveut of a Breach o’ Promise. I knows them painter chaps, abruad—poor Billy! he thouczht he never and vulgar as feather buas, Only fancy, dear, 
Miss, they cumes from Lord knows where they comes from ! would have got rid of the bruises, Please, sir, ‘ave you got a ‘airpin?” worn mine since you had yours new. 
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